SO THIS  IS   BALLETi

bad actor. Reliable sources inform me that he enjoyed the poison
fruits of friendship with the Nazis. I am told that he was Hitler's
personal guide on a tour of the Paris Opera, that he danced at the
Op6ra during the occupation, was flown to Berlin to dance, and
even to Kiev, to entertain the Nazi butchers after a busy day of
burning and massacring the people of his native city. When last
heard of, he was exiled from France, sunning himself in Monte
Carlo and asking the Soviet Government to let him come home.

Near-Corpses de Ballet

Violence in the Ballet can be no surprise* to the public which
has come to expect a certain amount of backstage uproar from a
company of volatile artists from all parts of the world.

In a sense the people of the United States have been cheated of
the fun. There has been a good deal more violence in the Ballet
than ever reached the newspapers, and I myself have been guilty
of keeping some of the juiciest items from them. The recent mys-
tery novel, Corpse de Ballet, is several shades more plausible than
most fiction of its kind. There have been several near-coipses de
Ballet, though so far no actual fatalities.

One night in Chicago, in the second season of Ballet, I was
awakened out of a deep and dreamless sleep in the Auditorium
Hotel by a wildly hysterical hotel manager.

A man had been found lying in the hotel corridor, bleeding his
life away through a knife wound in his back. The man was the
handsome Dane, Paul Petroff.

Paul, who is now Nana Gollner's husband, seems too gentle a
fellow to have become involved with a knife. Who stabbed him,
and why, must remain his secret, but as a bachelor, he was no more
immune to romantic intrigue than any other good-looking young
man in a ballet company would be. The fact that he was also
successful is proved by his rival's resort to the knife. When Paul
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